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tire concerts and the cuisine of Terrace Garden 
afford. 

We have ho hesitation in recommending our 
readers to visit this garden. Let them go fre- 
quently and they will find it the pleasantest 
place for family enjoyment that has ever been 
established in this city. The concerts take 
place every night, and on Saturday an addi- 
tional one at three o'clock in the afternoon. 
. > < » > ' 

Organ Concert In Boston.— Mr. James 
Pearce, Mus: B. Oxon., (of Philadelphia), 
who sails to*day for a European lour, 
gave two organ concerts at the MuBio Hall, 
Boston, on the 16th and 17th, with great suc- 
cess. The programmes, which we' copy, are 
remarkably beautiful : 

June 16th.— Prelude and Fugue in E minor, 
J. S. Bach; Adagio (from " Lieder Ohne 
Worte"), Mendelssohn; Sonata, No. 3, Men- 
delssohn ; o. Aria, 6. Chorus, from the « Crea- 
tion," Haydn; Andante (varied), Beethoven; 
Fugue in G minor, J. S. Bach. 

June 17th. — Prelude and Fugue in E flat, J. 
Sv Bach ;' a. Chorale, 6. Aria, from " El jah,» 
Mendelssohn; Sonata, No. 6, Mendelssohn; 
Motet, " I wrestle and pray," J. S. Bach ; 
Andante (curtailed), Beethoven ; Coronation 
Anthem, Handel. 

Mr. James Pearce is not only a thorough 
and excellent musician, but an organist of first 
class ability. He studied in England in the 
severest school and carried off the honors at 
Oxford, after a test which demanded from him 
not only a thorough knowledge of ecclesiastical 
Writing, iugue and counterpoint, but of voicing 
and orchestral writing. His programmes give 
evidence of his schooling, and his performance 
proved him to be perfect master of that king of 
instruments, the organ. He has a perfect con- 
trol of all its resources, and his executioo both 
with the manuals and the pedals, is unsur- 
passed by any of the many admirable exponents 
■of the organ, that we have in this country. 

Mr. James Pearce is at present unknown to 
New Yorkj save by reputation, hut on his 
return from abroad, it is his purpose to give 
Some organ concerts in this city, when we 
shall have the opportunity of fully comparing 
him with others. 



Musicians and Managers.— -A sharp and 
lengthy correspondence has recently occurred, 
between the Managers' Association here and the 
Musicians' Protective Association, respecting 
those disputes which have prevailed between 
those uuions. • It commenced— as published— 
with invitation from the Musicians to review 
past action in order to arrange matters on a 
mutually agreeable basis for the coming 
season. 

The proposed adjustment failed of practical 
«ffect, because the Mauagers refused to recog- 
nize control over their engagements by the 
Protective Union, and Mr. W heatley's final an- 
swer expressed such determined purpose not to 
yield by the Managers, that no prospect of 
settlement now remains, unless the Musicians' 
Union recede from that demanded control. 



Mr. Stephen Massett's Farewell Mati- 
nee. — Dodworth Hsll was crowded on this 
occasion by a most fashionable and intelligent' 
audience. Mr. Massett (Jeeins Pipes of Pipes- 
ville) has so many friends and admirers that a 
crowded audience was the natural result of 
the announcement of his farewell performance. 
Mr. Massett was cordially greeted on his ap- 
pearance, and received during the evening fre- 
quent and enthusiastic proofs of the admira- 
tion felt for his fine abilities. His programme 
was of the most varied character, embracing 
prose and poetical selections from the best 
authors, interspersed with ballads and imita- 
tions of persons and characters Mr. Massett's 
ballad-singing is too well known to need any 
comment, further than to say that bis splendid 
voice was in fine order, and rang out sonorously 
through the hall. Of his prose recitations, 
the "Death of Poor Joe," from Bleak House, 
was by far the most effective. It was given 
with a simple pathos which was touching in 
the extreme, and moved many to tears. Among 
the poems, the most noticeable were, " Learn- 
ing to Walk," a little gem by George Cooper, 
the well known "Beautiful Snow," by J. W. 
Watson, and the powerfully dramatic poem, 
« The Vagabond," by J. T. Trowbridge. Dur- 
the delivery of this poem, which is one of Mr. 
Massett's best efforts, a- lady who seemed ab- 
sorbed by the earnestness of the speaker while 
addressing his dog, rose up to get a sight of 
that illused faithful animal, and not seeing it 
thero, became conscious and sat down blush- 
iiig. But the poem which made the greatest 
sensation, Was an unpublished one by Henry C. 
Watson, "So my lady rides in her carriage" 
The poem is of marked yower, the incident is 
striking, and the pathos' intense, and Mr. Mas- 
sett's rendering of it was so dramatic, and at 
the same time so full Of passion and pathetic 
expression, that it created a profound sensa- 
tion, and was only not encored because Mr. 
Massett's fatigue forbade it. 

The humorous portion of the entertainment 
was keenly relished by the audience, and was 
greeted by roars of laughter and hearty ap- 
plause. Mr. Massett may congratulate himself 
upon having made a complete success. 



DRAMATIC REVIEW. 



Mr. Dan. Bryant inaugurated a successful Sum- 
mer Season at Wallack's on Monday evening of 
last week, opening in " Born to Good Luck " and 
" Handy Andy." The house was crowded and 
warm, and the audience were enthusiastic Mr. 
Bryant has vastly improved since last summer; 
there is less of the amateur about his acting, and 
his performances show evident signs of close and 
careful study; at present he is perhaps the best 
exponent of the peculiar phase of Irish character 
which he represents. The Hibernian drama is at 
all times a disagreeable subject with me, but it 
must be confessed that Mr. Bryant invests it with 
an interest that makes it almost interesting. Mr. 
Bryant is supported by a good company, among 
whom is Miss Rosa Cook, (who made her debut at 
Lucy Rushton's Theatre some short time back), 
a young lady with a very sweet voice and a most 
piquant manner; with careful study this young 
lady can place herself at the head of our soubrette 
actresses; her voice is delicious, and some of her 
songs would do credit to more pretentious singers 
— aU she wants is a little more force in her acting, 
and this I doubt not in time she will attain. 

Come we now to the Winter Garden, where Mr. 
John Brougham is still delighting small but appre- 



ciative audiences with his genial humor. During the 
last week the gentleman has appeared in " Flies 
in the Web "and "His Last Lgs,"in both of 
which amusing plays his acting is perfectly deli- 
cious. As O'Callaghan, in " His Last Legs," Mr. 
Brougham gives us one of the most perfect pictures 
of a gentlemanly Irishman that it would be possi- 
ble to imagine, fully realizing all the character- 
istics of that most wonderful race of divinities 
which Lever is so fond of writing about. 

The Broadway Theatre was closed last Saturday 
evening, the farewell performance being "Oliver 
Twist," in which Miss Helen Westera won consid- 
erable applause. The Theatre is to remain closed 
during the summer season, during which time the 
painters and upholsterers are to take possession 
of it for the purpose ot painting, redecorating, 
<fec, a course of proceeding highly commendable 
on the part of the establishment, tor at present the 
Broadway Theatre presents a decidedly dismal 
and dingy appearance. 

Shuqge. 



EXTRACTS FROM MY DIARY. 



May 20th. 

Again in Paris, dear, delightful city ol my 
heart I Four years ago, this lovely May morn,. 
my eager eyes were first dazzled by Parisian 
splendor. A happy coincidence, that my second 
arrival should recur upon the same d >y ot the 
same month — lily 'month — the month of Mary. 
It Is pleasant to be here in this spring season, 
when "rosy May comes in wi' flowera." Riding 
down the Champs Elys<;es this morning, just as 
ruby-red Phoebus was kissing the blushful flowers, 
I was reminded of the halt-forgotton - lines of 
Tasso, picturing the Elysian fields of old renown. 
Sun-gleams and verdant leaves are here; sweet 
lilies too, peeping forth, and pinks, geraniums, 
and roses fully flowered. When a little below the 
Rond Point, I stood up in the barouche, and took 
a good look at the magnificent avenue. I have 
never seen aught more enjoyable. Broad and 
ascending, until it terminates at the Arc de Tri- 
omphe, that solemn pileot collossal grandeur. 
The picturesque hotels of the noblesse built in the 
style of the splendor-loving Louis Quinze, seem to 
recede from the glare ot the dusty pleasure-course 
and half conceal themselves in the leafy recesses. 
I look towards the last, and there I see the pretty 
Russian church, all white and gold wilii its domes 
and spires glittering in the morning sun, resem- 
bling to my eyes a magnificent golden buttterfly 
with out-spread wings. I turn southward my 
enraptured gaze adown the charming Elyse'e, 
past the Palais de l'lndustrie, past the Hotel des 
Invalides with its green velvet esplanade, sweep- 
ing on past the Place de la Concorde to the impe- 
rial garden,-the enchanting Jardin des Tuilerles — 
the garden of gardens for beauty. What a bueua 
vista! How radiant and dream-like the view I— 
surpassing in loveliness all else. Through those 
green arcades, those old ancestral trees stretch 
out their gigantic arms, drooping with their shin- 
ing foliage to entertwine and form an emerald 
canopy, Through the gloom of the wood gleam 
out the shining sculptured forms of ancient he- 
roes and mythological divinities. A pretty lake- 
let, too, there is; and lo! amid orange trees and 
myrtle sweet, a palace coronated with morning 
red arises. 

As I turned from the Rue du Marche' St. Ho- 
nors into the Rue St Hyacinthe, the group of lit- 
tle hotels that nestle so closely together were not 
yet astir, the slumbers of Parisinia not beinj* 



